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PART V. EIGHT PAGES

N a British military aeropiane,
J l painted black, and especially de-
| signed for pursuing Zeppelins at
night, 1 flew across London and, at a
height of 7,000 feet, looped the loop over
Hyde Park.
[ was permitted to make this flight, to
gtart from one of Britain's finest aero-

lromes at d see, ¢ '[‘I'i';ul in a clear « nlored

dr
™ ! mile and a half below me,
the h e and the streets of the great
("' ¢l n the wor l

he great field from which I started
-f was hroken by patches of black
mud and the grass was beaten down by
the heavy rain of the morning. Over-
head a light mist hung above the roofs
of the hangars. It was not an auspici-
for flying.
on the wooden runway, with her
locked and her black "planes sil-
od against the sky, a biplane was
heautiful—this ma-

ous day

1 She was
hing here was power in the sweep of
he o5+ there was power in the shin-
ing blades of her propeller. She rested,
motionless, with the light on her wires
and the black oval of her fusilage, with

her nose facing toward the white circle
! e centre of the field.
built for preving, for

snoliation. for that lawful destruction
of blue steel.
alvanized brackets;
larly businesslike—
was not her black,
{ her machine

i r apart irrevocably
i war, for the pur-
poses of death. It was, instead, an
emblem painted on the under side ot her
upper surface, It was painted in pure

this emblem. The lines of it

wore clean and broad. It was a death’:

head. Skull and crosshones.
It was a bit startling, this. I knew
that in five minutes I was going to be

e

«itting staring up at this pleasant sym-

34

1

with several thousand feet of good

air below me, and I was not con-
ed at it I had to.

Of hat." said the major, and he
ade a large and elogquent gesture tow-
»on or more machines marked
“means that she's

lown a Zeppelin on her ow n'"
nd so in one moment I plumbed the
ance of official statements, And

fashion,

of one major, R. F. C

the smili
/ Then 1 climbed aboard and was
ped in. The observer's seat, where
[ sat. was a wide seat, and the fusilage
' I v arm rest. There was plenty
{ space. Captain X, who was my
into his seat behind me. To
ht and above me the death’s head
! looked on.

We circled the field, headed into the

| and wer I.
| mean, we dived up into the sky
Ni [ have seen getawayvs; that is, |
have watched the smooth and tranquil

liftine of machines from the earth and

the steady, upward climbing into the
clouds,

But we didn’t do this. When we left
the ground we left it. It was good
climbing. It was good and stiff The
black nose of the biplane pointed

aight to 1l sun. 1 saw, swiftly,

of a stalled motor, of a rapid
backward slide. But this was because I

didn't know the true quality of our mo
tor. Running steadily and smoothly,
she pulled us up toward the white bank
of cloud, above the sheds. Then. after
a slow. circular climb, Captain X turned
her toward London :
the hangars

Below us the rools ol

dropped away, and 1 saw, over the whir-
ring propeller, the great curve of the
Thames—the wide, splendid sweep ol
gray water,
one side were green fields and trees; on
the other I could see the gray roofs of
I saw even the win-
In a road

gpanned by bridges. On

scattered houses.
--.*!HIl”. I!ill']‘; 2quares.
running through a meadow I watched

anws

two men walking, one of them a little
of the other.

Where two
house with a red roof—a big house set
a little apart from a long row i col-

tages, While 1 looked at this red roof

in advance

streets met there wi
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the color of it changed ; from a clear ver
&

milion it became mauve—one small,
clear square of mauve.

[ turned a little to look at the two men
who were walking down the road. They
had stopped moving; they had grown
smaller
at the big house with

But it had merged with
it no longer

the red roof.
the line of little cottages;
stood apart with a strip of green sepa-
rating it from its neighbors. These were
no longer small cottages, close together,
and another house near by. There was
only one unbroken roof, one clear line of
color. T had come up 6,000 feet above a
little village which 1s on the outskirts of
[.ondon.
The two men in the road had gons

I saw, fur below me, the white roads,
crossing and recrossing, and the bright
green of the fields. But there were no
longer any people; there were no longer
trams and 'buses and motors. Only an
hour before 1 had passed through this
village: T had passed men and women in
ihe streets; 1 had seen the flat meadows
heside the river, with their carpet of
buttercups. But 1looked down over the
edge of a black "plane and I saw only a
great checks rboard of green and white
and, in places, narrow lines of Indian red

and mauve.
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In this swift, upward climbing there
was no gense of rising. Before me the
hlades of the propeller were flashing
even in the gray light; on either side
were the wide, black wings, steady,
miraculougly solid, 1 was filled with a
senge of security ; for reasons of its own
the face of the earth elected to change
its contours, to assume new colors, to
permit its sloping hills to level them-
selves, to become one with the little blue
valleys—to make of the broad Thames a
narrow ribbon of silver.

And from above I watched this. 1
saw the roads, the broad, smooth roads
of England, become white threads on a
clear background of green; from certain
centres they reached out, spreading, then
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converging anew,
dinarily immaculate, these fine white
threads, uniting England, confirming
the solidarity of her villages.

Then 1 found that I had come into a
bank of cloud. And, strangely enough,
this white vapor increased, mysterious-
ly, my sense of security. There was an
extraordinary impression of solidity, of
substance. after my journeying through
the clear higher air. I watched, on the
aluminum rim of the windshies!, a row
of clear drops, like beads, forming and
reforming. The white cloud was con-
densing to make bright crystals for us,
little opalescent chains that broke, then
fashioned themselves anew.

The mist in front of me cleared and

THE MARK OF THE DEATH'S HEAD

From the day of the medizeval archer, who notched his
crosshow, to the day of the Western bad man, who notched his
gun, men have always sought to preserve some mark of mili-
tary prowess, some tally of their victims. This war has not
changed human nature. The modern military aviator, the only
soldier who still fights single-handed, does not notch his gun;
but he paints a death’s head on the wing of his "plane to show
that he has vanquished his foe in open combat.
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Pﬂz, ahl 'A:ia-n 52'7’1 Looked
Straisht Ahead and Saw - “the Roof of the Sky”
from England’s Finest Warplane

They were extraor-

the white vapor became transparent.

[ looked down. Below I saw, in one
vast, endless cvelorama, the roofs and
gray streets of a city, with a river
bounding them. The roofs were a deep,
lustreless purple. In the distance [ saw
a little gray disk, faintly outlined. This
was St. Paul's. [ was flying ahove the
citv of London.

[ thought for a moment that it was
not true: that I, because of one man who
was piloting me through certain un-
charted gpaces above the world, was not
leaning over a little rim of painted iron
and staring down at the greatest of
that those fine lines of

<aw were not housesin

great cities;

purple which we
which people lived, houses in which peo-
ple worked, houses where men and
women fulfilled the appointed round of
small incidents which make up the story
of the world ; that in those small houses
there were people who were fighting a
great war; that there were tragedy and
suffering and hope and courage and
faith down there.

Then 1 believed suddenly that 1 was
flving above London. 1 watched the
edge of the 'plane passing over the city,
as if it were pushing back evenly street
after street and row after row of gray
buildings. And there came mto my
mind without preface what enormous

ONDON

industry had gone into the making of
one city — antlike industry. It was
such patient labor, this marking up the
earth with dwellings and spires and odd
shaped heaps of stones and mortar.
Tremendous! . . .

However, at this moment Captain X
saw a cloud not too far ubove us and
he started climbing again. I am not
gure just how much that one particular
cloud had to do with our sudden new
ascent, but we went up there, just 7,000
feet above the city of London, and we
jumped that cloud.

When we started I don’t know what
I thought we were going to do, but this
is what we did—we bore down on that
cloud, and when it was just before us,
small, round, opaque, my pilot throttled
his motor. We dropped. We dropped
precipitately. It was rather a sensation,
this sliding off down toward earth. And
I missed the pleasant loud roar of the
engine. We were driving a bit fast.

Then Captain X threw on the motor
to full power and brought her back to
an even keel. Then—we sailed up and
hurdled the cloud. It was very well
done.

After this we seemed to gather speed,
for reasons unexplained; that is, when
I put my hand out the wind drove harder
against it, pushing it back. Below, sud-
denly, a big strip of green appeared in
the heart of London. With that curious
Inss of a sense of distance and of motion
which is legitimate enough in flying, 1
did not know what this green square
was. I had been watching the roofs,
which seemed to have darkened as we
progressed; in some places they seemed
even to have wholly disappeared. There
wore whole blocks of roofless houses;
they were like uncompleted cells in a
hive.

But Captain X explained about the
bit of green, with its little white paths,
which was interrupting the gray sireets
of the city. First, he hammered on the
iron casing of the fusilage; I turned
around. He made a quick gesture,
reaching out toward me. I didn't know
what he wanted.

Then I saw that the captain was nand-
ing me a scrap of white paper, folded,
about the size of a stamp.

It was a letter. It was not, however,
a long letter. And there was, on one
gide of it, printing of a somew hat mis-
cellaneous character. This, by error, |
read first and could not understand it all

Then I turned the paper over. Writ-
ten on the other side of it, in pencil,
were two sentences:

“We are over Hyde Park. Would you
like to loop over London?"

I turned so that I could see him, and
nodded.

Would I like to loop over Lomlon!

Did 1 want to loop over London, in
one of the finest of England’'s war-
planes? Did I want to loop over Hyde
Park at a height of 7,000 feet? Yes, |
did.

The machine plunged headlong tow-
ard the earth, The motor was running
full blast. The world rushed up to meet
us. I found myself staring at the nose
of the machine, which was straight
ahove me. Her piston rods, a row ol
them on either side, were dancing up
and down briskly. I saw them, and 1
saw the roof of the sky—vet I Liad not
moved. I was still sitting, staring
straight ahead. Only T was staring at
the sky, instead of the earth.

Everything was moving. Hyde Park
wasn't where it ought to have been. The
sky was not right. The nose of the ma-
chine was over my head. All wrong.

Then a slice of the earth dislodged it-
self and, making circles, stood on end.
And another section of earth rushed into
it. I saw this myself. There were some
trees mixed up in it. Idon’t know when
this was. But I saw it all.

Afterward the nose of the machine
came down in front of me, where it
should have been. And the iron strip on
it was shaking again and the two thin
cables on my left were vibrating pleas-
antly. I looked over and assured myself
that Hvde Park was down below. 1t
was. 1 liked the world.

Continued on page seven
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